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"Is he a worker too?" asked Yefim, nodding towards
Andrei.
"Yes," said Andrei. "What of it?"
"He's never seen a factory worker before," explained
Rybin. "Finds they're not like other people."
"How are we different?" asked Pavel.
"You've got sharp bones," answered Yefim after a careful
study of Andrei. "A muzhik's bones are rounded off."
"A muzhik stands steadier on his feet," added Rybin.
"Feels the earth under him, even if it isn't his. He feels it,
the earth. But a factory hand is like a bird: no native
soil, no home—here today, gone tomorrow. Even a woman
can't hold him to one spot. Soon as anything goes wrong,
he leaves her. Goes off in search of something better. But
the muzhik wants to make things better without cutting
loose. Here's your mother back."
"Would you lend me one of your books?" asked Yefim,
coming up to Pavel.
"Of course I will," said Pavel.
The boy's eyes lighted up eagerly.
"I'll bring it back," he hastened to assure Pavel. "Our
fellows are always hauling tar here, and they'll bring it."
"Time to go," said Rybin, who had already slipped into
his sheepskin and was pulling the belt tight.
"This'll be a treat for me!" exclaimed Yefim, holding
up the book and smiling broadly.
When they had gone, Pavel turned excitedly to Andrei.
"What do you think of them?" he exclaimed.
"Hm-m-m,"  drawled the khokhol. "Like a couple of
storm clouds."
"Mikhailo?" said the mother. "He looks as if he'd never
worked at a factory. A real muzhik! And such a dreadful
one!"
"Too bad you weren't here when they came," said
Pavel to Andrei, who was sitting at the table frowning at
his glass of tea. "You're always talking about the human
heart; you should have had a peep into these two hearts.
Rybin left me breathless; I couldn't even argue with him.

